BAWK

" Thanks, Arthur, but I somehow feel that Captain
Drimys will prefer to drive back by himself. You'll
understand why when you see him. And now do go
away. I'm tired to death of all you social butterflies.
I want to talk to some of my humble friends. Here take
this damned envelope."

" I'm afraid you're feeling this disappointment rather/'
said the young man, holding the sealed envelope as if it
might explode.

"Run along, Arthur," Waterlow murmured. And
Arthur retired gloomily. Three or four minutes later his
wife came along the balcony with the envelope.

" Look here, Roger. What's the idea in giving this to
Paul Drimys ? "

" Because I took it away from him."
" Then why give it back ? "

" Because, the main objective not being achieved, this
envelope has become an untenable salient.   To attempt
to hold on to it would involve too much loss of reputation."
" You mean that my reputation will suffer ? "
" Well, I don't know that I should bother very much
about that," he replied, with a pleasant smile of mockery.
" Like the lizard who sheds his tail in a panic, I'm sure
you would soon grow another."
"Then Arthur's?"

" Arthur's reputation would certainly suffer. In fact,
I think it would mean sounding the Last Post for Arthur.
But, and you must forgive my insensitiveness, I'm not
really tremendously interested in preserving either of

you."

" I don't think you need be so sarcastic."
" I  was  remembering  the  fashionable wail of the
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